N»E*X»U*S 


„.,:,»**•  "••*^' I 


NEXUS  4.1 


Nexus 

Volume  4  No.  1      October  6 


Editors 

Warren  Valdmanis 

David  Price 

Patrick  McEntyre 

Prosanto  Chaudhiiry 

Writers 

Oneal  Banerjee 

GeofiFry  Dowd 

Warren  Valdmanis 

Kit  pasold 

Charles  Matouk 

Prosanto  Chaudhiiry 

Jacques  Khalip 

Mr.  A.  Lumsden 

Science  Notes 

Mr.  B  Moffat 


Staff  Advisors 

Mr.  G.  Dowd 
Mr.  J.  McMillan 

Typists 

Mr.  G.  Dowd 

David  Price 

Warren  Valdmanis 

Neal  Banerjee 

Jeff  Scott 

Prosanto  Chaudhury 

Cover  &  Cartoon 

David  James 

Printing 

Mr.  C.  Krushelnyski 


This  is  Nexus'  new  feature,  the  No  Frills  comic  strip.  Here's 
where  you  get  to  show  off  your  artistic  talent  by  drawing  in  your 


own  comic 


Octobers,  1989 


EDITORIAL 


Blueberry  Fields,  Fomever 

Notes  from  the  field,  August,  '89 

I  am  clearly  out  of  my  element  in  this 
place  where  the  bumper  stickers  range 
from  "I  brake  for  harvesters''(?)  to  "Honk  if 
you  love  Jesus."  Where  chickers  vocabular- 
ies limit  them  to  discussions  of  livestock 
and  power  tools.  Where,  like  on  Lou  Reed's 
Dirty  Blvd.,  "no  one  dreams  of  being  a 
doctor  or  a  lawyer  or  anything,"  they  dream 
ice,  coool,  BUD-WEAISSSA.  But  on  the 
Dirty  Blvd.,  on  Crack  Street  in  the  Bronx, 
even  on  Elm  St.,  it  would  be  impossible  to 
imagine  the  horrors  of  blueberry  coiintry . 

I'm  in  East  Machias,  Maine,  where  it 
is  said  that  the  men  are  men  and  the  sheep 
are  nervous.  The  nearest  movie  theater  is 
two  hxindred  miles  away  in  Elsworth,  so  the 
people  here  look  to  me  (the  "boy  from  the  big 
city")  of  news  of  the  outside  world.  At  6:30 
am  in  the  blueberry  fields,  with  gnats  up 
my  nose  and  in  my  ears,  the  last  thing  I 
need  is  a  hundred  farmers  (all  GuptiU's,  the 
only  family  name  in  Machias  it  seems) 
pestering    me    with    questions    about 

Batman- 

I  am  plagued  by  nightmares.  An 
angry  sweaty-toothed  foreman  (Dead 
Poets),  a  rake  in  the  dark,  blueberry 
asphixation;  these  are  all  part  of  my 
restless  sleep.  Dawn's  reality,  however, 
brings  no  comfort.  For  you  boys  at  home  it 
may  be  fun  to  joke  about  rednecks  and  pick- 
ups, Skynyrd  and  Hank  Jr.,  but  there's  no 
humour  out  here,  only  dirt  and  berries.  "A 
covmtry  boy  can  survive. 


I  had  never  thought  I'd  be  conversant  in 
farmer-speak,  using  words  like  bushel 
(weight  measurement),  winnower  (ma- 
chine for  cleaning  berries),  or  rick  (row  of 
berries),  but  I  am.  I  never  thought  I'd  really 
have  use  for  a  bandanna,  (unlike 
Henderson  it  is  not  an  element  of  my  style), 
but  I  do.  How  I  am  able  to  live  with  myself, 
looking  like  the  last  surviving  member  of 
the  Nitty,  Gritty  Dirt  Band,  I  may  never 
know. 

I  was  told  this  experience  would 
build  my  cheiracter,  but  I  have  no  more 
character  now  than  I  did  before  I  left. 
Probably  less.  But  it  teaches  me  one  thing, 
to  stay  away  from  "Hicksville "  USA,  or  at 
least  the  people.  Next  time  I  hear  John 
Cougar's  "I  Was  Bom  In  a  Small  Town,"  I 
think  I'll  die. 


Warren  picking,  picking  Berries 
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ESSAYS 


Lunchtime  Lament 


You  are  early.  Soon  hordes  of  yoiir 
fellow  inmates  will  arrive,  screaming  and 
pushing.  As  they  begin  to  amass  behind  you, 
you  feel  the  weight  of  their  numbers.  Soon 
you  are  forced  through  the  doors  and  into 
the  hall.  It  is  quiet  imtil  the  others  rush  in. 
You  look  longingly  at  the  table  in  the  comer, 
right  by  the  window,  and  reluctantly  force 
yourself  to  your  own  table.  After  six  seem- 
ingly endless  periods  you  are  about  to  face 
one  of  life's  greatest  challenges:  lunch. 

Since  grade  five  I  have  fought  my  way 
through  hundreds  of  lunches,  led  by  numer- 
ous despots.  Lunch  is  essentially  the  only 
time  students  have  to  relax  during  the 
school  day,  but  instead  of  allowing  us  to 
enjoy  our  meal  in  the  company  of  our 
friends,  the  School  insists  on  placing  in 
small,  highly  aggressive  bands.  The  band's 
elder  (i.e.  a  grade  eleven)  assumes  control, 
thereby  creating  numerous  petty  dictatorial 
regimes  within  the  dining  hall.  The  band 
members  seem  to  exist  solely  to  serve  their 
dictators  and  his  entourage  (i.e.  other  grade 
elevens).  Liinch  becomes  a  struggle  for  sur- 
vival within  the  band  as  opposed  to  the 
relaxing  meal  it  should  be. 

Obviously  in  first  and  second  limches 
it  is  necessary  to  have  one  or  two  older  boys 
at  each  table  to  supervise  the  younger  ones. 
However,  by  the  time  a  student  eats  in  third 
lunch,  he  has  already  been  supervising  the 
meal  for  two  years,  and  does  not  require 
supervision. 

Because  of  the  present  system,  lunch 
is   a  noisy,   often  harrowing  experience. 


Friends  will  stand  up  and  yell  at  one  an- 
other from  opposite  ends  of  the  room.  Stu- 
dents will  often  find  themselves  under  an 
oppressive  regime,  far  away  from  any 
friends.  Think  what  lunch  would  be  like  if 
we  were  Eillowed  to  choose  our  own  tables,  to 
sit  with  friends  instead  of  enemies!  It 
sounds  impossible,  but  remember  that  last 
year  we  chose  the  people  with  whom  we 
would  sit,  and  things  worked  out  quite  well. 
Perhaps  if  it  was  attempted  a  free  choice 
system  would  work  out  very  well. 

Prosanto  Chaudhury 


The  Death  of  Georges  Simenon 
(1903-1989) 


Someone  once  said  :The  earth  has 
never  known  some  of  its  most  famous  chil- 
dren." 

The  poet,  whose  work  is  in  great 
abundance,  is  mechanical,  always  writing 
in  such  a  way  to  commence  with  the  gods, 
then  the  planets,  and  orbits  his  people 
around  these  pillars  until  they  shatter  and 
their  pieces  are  all  that  the  reader  is  left  to 
cry  over,  like  a  drunkard  staring  at  the 
dregs  left  behind  in  his  empty  bottle. 

I  think  of  many  authors  who  have 
only  been  able  to  retain  their  identities 
because  of  a  few  outstanding  events  which 
wrought  their  reputations.  Certainly,  to 
random  readers,  Georges  Simenon  is  seen 
as  a  king  of  crime  fiction,  but  to  really 
literary  minds,  his  insight  is  more  profound 
than  a  psychoanalyst's.  Having  died  the 
week  of  the  eleventh  of  September  of  this 
year,  we  see  the  same  strange  break  which 
severed  Don  Quixote  from  Sancho  Panza, 
Sherlock  Holmes  from  Dr.  Watson,  all  fic- 
tional gentlemen,  but  here  we  see  a  cut  with 
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the  physical  and  the  metaphysical: 
Simenon  and  Inspector  Jules  Maigret.  The 
former,  the  man  who  concocted  social  prob- 
lems, like  a  well  working  sewing  machine, 
for  his  fictional  alter  ego  to  solve,  like  a 
game  between  puppet  and  puppeteer. 
Simenon  obviously  lived  in  his  doubting 
mind  by  the  old  Shakespearean  adage: 
"...fair  is  foul  and  foul  is  fair." 

One  of  the  aspects  that  designates 
Simenon  is  that  he  doesn't  hide  in  any  arti- 
ficial attire,  but  rather  remains  in  hvunan 
flesh,  relying  only  on  the  soul  to  work  his 
novels,  throwing  away  dogmas,  mores,  fet- 
ishes, and  theories.  His  authenticity  is  that 
he  doesn't  solve  problems  with  fables,  pro- 
tagonists and  antagonists  but  rather  by 
human  means,  serious  and  unpredictable. 

Jacques  Khalip 


God's  Secret 


He  is  a  man  lost  in  dream.  He  spends 
his  life  in  a  large  stone  office  building  bujdng 
and  selling  material  goods.  He  hurts  many 
people  as  he  climbs  to  greater  heights  in  his 
career.  He  is  a  frustrated  man  and  thinks  of 
life  as  a  series  of  obstacles  he  must  overcome 
to  find  happiness.  An  old  and  ailing  man,  he 
is  condemned  to  a  small,  uncomfortable  bed 
in  a  dark  room.  He  watches  the  shadows 
form  and  reform  on  his  bedroom  wall.  Yet, 
he  is  content  in  his  new  environment.  His 
tired  and  beaten  face  wears  an  expression  of 
peace  and  inner  happiness,  an  innocent  face 
fovmd  only  on  children.  Suddenly,  he  feels  a 
sharp  pain  tear  through  his  body,  changing 
the  rhythm  of  his  heart  fi-om  a  smooth  time 
to  an  erratic  cacophony.  He  now  realizes 
what  had  made  him  an  empty  and  shallow 
man;  and  with  one  last  attempt  to  harmo- 
nize his  failed  life,  he  screams,  "I  made  my 
problems,  and  forced  obstacles  onto  my 


path!  If  only  I  had  realized  they  were  the 
solutions  to  other  problems."  He  dies  keep- 
ing God's  secret  safe  fi"om  man. 

Charles  Matouk 


POLITICAL 
RAMBLINGS 


On  Strike 


Maybe  Bourassa  is  smarter  than  we 
think.  At  the  moment,  it  seems  that  every 
public  service  worker  employed  by  the  gov- 
ernment is  on  strike.  The  nurses  just  re- 
cently reached  a  settlement  on  their  pay 
raises,  but  have  yet  to  reach  a  compromise 
concerning  penalties  for  their  illegal  walk- 
out. The  health-care  workers  in  this 
province's  hospitals,  the  ones  who  make  the 
food,  make  the  beds,  and  clean  the  laundry, 
followed  the  nurses  and  can  now  be  seen 
picketing  in  front  of  Montreal's  hospitals, 
joining  them  were  a  large  number  of  hospi- 
tal professionals.  Then  a  union  representing 
108  000  elementary,  secondary,  and 
C.E.G.E.P.  teachers  joined  the  ft-ay.  Soon  to 
come  were  43  000  civil  servants.  Even  with 
the  nurses  back  at  work,  250  000  govern- 
ment-paid Quebec  workers  are  walking  off 
their  jobs,  creating  large  problems  in  practi- 
cally all  major  service  fields. 

And  we  claim  that  this  is  Bourassa's 
biggest  boo-boo  yet.  We  say  these  problems 
will  cost  him  many  votes  in  the  up-coming 
provincial  election.  We  think  he  screwed  up. 
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But  has  he?  Will  this  lose  him  more 
than  just  the  vote  of  the  striking  workers? 

There  is  Uttle  public  sympathy  for  the 
disputers.  Since  the  nxirses  returned  to 
work,  few  people  support  the  cause  of  the 
strikers.  The  chaos  which  they  have  brought 
to  such  places  as  classrooms,  hospitals,  and 
courts  has  ruined  any  support  these  strikers 
wotild  have  gained.  Instead  of  sympathizing 
with  the  workers,  most  of  Quebec  sides  with 
the  government.  And  is  this  really  bad  for 
Bourassa? 

It  seems  more  than  coincidentsd  that 
teachers,  hospital  employees,  and  civil  ser- 
vants shoxild  all  have  contracts  that  end 
almost  simultaneously.  And  it  seems  more 
than  accidental  that  an  election  was  called 
at  the  same  time. 

Instead  of  ruining  Bourassa's  image, 
these  strikes  may  boost  it.  Instead  of  ap- 
pearing as  the  hand-wringing,  indecisive 
politician  he  used  to  be,  he  can  now  be 
viewed  as  a  man  who  is  not  afraid  to  with- 
hold excessive  sums  of  money  from  workers 
who  don't  really  need  it  anyway.  His  "wimp" 
image  is  now  becoming  more  macho.  And  if, 
somehow,  he  does  manage  to  settle  these 
disputes  in  the  few  days  before  Quebec  goes 
to  the  polls,  it  will  show  great  leadership  and 
an  ability  to  relate  to  people.  And  if  he 
doesn't,  he  couldn't  really  be  expected  any- 
way. So  how  can  these  strikes  harm  the 
public's  view  of  their  premier? 

Are  these  strikes  planned  by 
Bourassa?  Does  the  leader  want  the  public 
sympathy  to  side  with  him  against  a  com- 
mon enemy  which  he  has  created?  Do  the 
many  walkouts  actually  help  Bourassa  in 
his  campaign?  And  is  he  smarter  than  we 
think? 

Matthew  Pelton 


VIDEOS 


Near  Dark 

If  you  love  vampires,  have  already 
seen  Lost  Bovs.  and  only  have  dollars  and 
twenty-five  cents  in  your  pocket,  you  are  in 
luck.  Near  Dark  is  an  action  packed  horror 
movie  about  tnily  nasty  vampires.  Although 
Near  Dark  i s  not  well  known ,  it  boasts  a  high 
budget,  a  good  plot,  and  some  great  (though 
slightly  violent)  special  effects. 

TheFlvn 

This  science-fiction/horror  film  is  a 
great  sequel  to  TheFlv.  Once  again  a  scien- 
tist (this  time  a  boy)  is  slowly  transformed 
into  a  buzzing  monster  with  rather  large 
eyes  and  rather  bad  eating  habits.  Chris 
Walas,  the  special  effects  wizard  of  the  first 
film,  directs  The  Flv  II.  so  you  can  be  sure 
there  are  astounding  prosthetic  and  me- 
chanical fly  effects. 

Clan  of  the  Cave  Bears 

I  rented  this  movie  looking  forward  to 
an  educational  and  enjoyable  look  at  cave 
men  and  their  rise  through  evolution.  What 
I  got  was  a  bomb  movie,  whose  main  attrac- 
tion was  the  dialogue,  and  even  that  was 
nothing  more  than  a  series  of  revolting 
grunts  and  groans.  I've  had  more  fiin  doing 
algebra  than  watching  this  movie. 
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rnmir  Relief  m 

This  video  has  "weekend  movie"  writ- 
ten all  over  it.  It  is  humor  performed  by  some 
of  the  best  names  in  comedy:  Robin  Wil- 
liams, Billy  Crystal,  Gary  Shandling, 
Arsenio  Hall,  and  many  others.  Once  again 
all  these  artists  have  gathered  together 
with  H.B.O.  to  help  the  homeless.  A  good 
movie  to  help  you  forget  your  own  problems. 

A  Nightmare  on  Elm  Street  IV 

Robert  Englund  resximes  his  role  as 
the  wise  cracking  anti-hero  Freddy  Kruger. 
"The  gloved  One"  proceeds  to  terrorize  teen- 
agers in  a  variety  of  interesting  methods, 
until  Alice,  played  by  Lisa  Wilcox,  decides  to 
take  him  on.  And  so  begins  the  fight  between 
the  dream  master  and  the  dream  killer.  The 
movie  also  has  fantastic  special  effects  and 
some  great  lines. 

Kit  Pasold 


NEAL  SAYS 


This  is  my  last  year  here,  which,  I 
suppose,  makes  the  Math  Department  feel  a 
whole  lot  better.  On  this  momentous 
occasion,  I  have  chosen  to  write  about  -  drum 
roll  please-  the  SENIOR  YEAR. 

Besides  the  disappearance  of  sixty 
percent  of  the  Secondary  School  French 
Department,  this  year  promises  to  be  a  good 
one  because  IT'S  OUR  LAST!  A  lot  of  people 
wovild  expect  me  to  write  about  how  much 
I'm  going  to  miss  Sel  wyn,  but  there  are  some 
of  you  who  make  school  something  to  look 
forward  to  attending  when  you're  at  home 
(and  preferably  very  ill).  This  is  the  year  in 
which  you  no  longer  need  to  worry  about 
getting  Mr.  Abcxyz  for  advanced  Swahili 


next  year  (where  do  they  come  up  with  these 
new  Arts  Options?)  And  that  loser  sitting 
beside  you,  there's  no  way  he'll  be  your  lab 
partner  next  year  (unless  he's  in  grade  ten 
and  you  obviously  belong  there).  In  other 
words,  this  is  the  year  you  stop  pretending. 
Yes,  pretending.  STOP  IT!  You've 
conditioned  yourself  out  of  fear  into 
pretending,  and  sometimes  even  believing 
that  you  can  stand  every  member  of  the 
Staff  and  Student  Body.  Ifeveryonewereas 
blunt  as  David  Jones,  no  one  would  be  in  the 
dark  about  where  they  stood  with  people, 
which  is  very  important.  However,  with 
someone  as  crude  as  James,  a  lot  of  people 
wouldn't  care  where  they  stood.  I  guess 
what  I'm  really  trying  to  say  is  that  in  his 
Senior  Year,  a  student  may  attain  a  larger 
level  of  freedom.  Now  I  know  there's 
supposedly  no  such  thing  as  Grade  Eleven 
"privilege",  but  the  fi*eedom  I  speak  of  is  not 
the  use  of  the  fi-ont  door  or  the  "privilege 
steps".  The  simple  knowledge  of  our  not 
being  here  next  year  instills  in  each  student 
a  certain  sense  of  freedom.  Though  we  must 
abide  by  the  school's  regulations,  those 
regxilations  allow  for  more  freedom.  For  the 
first  time  in  five  years,  I  now  have  a  say  as 
to  who  my  Prefects  shall  be.  As  I  mentioned 
before,  I  no  longer  have  to  worry  about 
getting  on  the  bad  side  of  certain  members  of 
the  Staff.  (  not  that  I  want  to  but  at  least  I 
don't  have  to  worry)  Unlike  in  CEGEP,  I  still 
have  to  show  up  for  class,  but  the  choice  as 
to  where  I  skip  class  next  year  lies  on  myself 
and  my  family.  Dances,  the  Ball,  special 
events,  etc.  can  now  be  scheduled  aroimd  my 
grade's  conveniences  as  opposed  to 
another's.  If  not  allowance  to  abstain  from 
participation  in  school  activities,  the 
freedom  bestowed  upon  us  is  a  larger  role  in 
the  actual  decision  making  involved  in  all 
school  activities.  Instead  of  complaining 
about  how  "the  next  ten  months  are  going  to 
be  the  longest  of  my  life,  "  as  some  people 
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insist  on  doing  in  a  failed  effort  to  be  cool,  I, 
like  most  non-attention  seeking  leeches,  am 
going  to  take  advantage  of  my  new  found 
freedom  until  I  receive  the  ultimate  freedom 
-  a  one  way  ticket  out  of  here. 

Neal  Banerjee 


SCIENCE 


(Thanks  to  the  efforts  of  Mr.  Moffat,  you  can 
now  appear  to  be  knowledgeable  just  by 
reading  the  Nexus  Science  Colimin) 


QUOTATIONS 


In  its  fourth  year  of  publication 
Nexus  is  opening  up  two  new  features.  The 
first  is  represented  by  a  sample  below  .  It  is 
a  collection  of  humourous  quotations  that 
have  been  heard  at  Selwyn  House  by  at 
least  two  witnesses.  The  second,  to  begin 
next  issue,  is  a  gossip  colimin.  Any  suitable 
material  should  be  reported  to  aNexus 
editor. 

"The  ivy's  alive!!"  Christopher  Boyer  (in 
Stratford) 

"Is  infinty  minus  one  a  number?"  Chris 

Metrakos 

Q.  "Where  are  you?" 

Andrew  Weitzman:"Here" 

Q.  "And  apart  from  that" 

Weitz:""Somewhere    in    the    space    time 

continuum" 

The  bigger  the  balls  the  more  charge  you 
get",  Mr.  Moffat  on  electrical  charges. 

"Bourassa  is  the  type  of  guy  you'd  expect  to 
be  able  to  put  your  finger  through",  Mr. 
Nicoll 


Mesopotamian  City 

Negral,  the  ancient  Babylonian  god 
of  death  and  king  of  the  netherworld,  has 
resurfaced  in  s  desert  in  southern  Iraq,  and 
archaeologists  are  delighted. 

The  reason  for  their  elation:  Negral 
survives  in  the  form  of  a  city  built  in  his 
honor  4  000  years  ago  in  Mesopotamia  and 
identified  Jan.  13  by  a  scientific  team  led  by 
Elizabeth  C.  Stone  of  the  State  University  of 
New  York  at  Stony  Brook  and  Paul  E. 
Zimansky  of  Boston  University. 

Unlike  other  Mesopotamian  cities 
under  excavation,  the  newly  discovered  site- 
one  of  the  world's  oldest  cities-was  not 
reoccupied  after  its  destruction  in  1720 
B.C.,  Stone  told  a  press  conference  in  Boston 
last  week.  With  the  original  city  ruins 
undisturbed,  she  notes,  "we've  determined 
the  location  of  the  major  activity  areas  of 
this  important  ancient  city  and  recovered  an 
extraordinary  number  of  artifacts  in  only 
about  six  weeks." 

Called  Mashkan-Shapir,  the  walled 
city  lay  between  the  Tigris  and  Euphrates 
rivers.  First  settled  in  2050  B.C.,  it  was  an 
important  trade  center  and  capital  of  a  city- 
state  in  its  prime. 

The  researchers  initially  surveyed 
the  site,  first  spotted  in  satellite  photos,  in 
May  1987.  Traces  of  architecture  were 
obvious  among  the  flattened  ruins.  Military 
restrictions  prevented  the  use  of  an  aircraft 
for  photographs. 
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To  the  scientists'  surprise,  this 
simple  approach  revealed  building  plans, 
city  walls  and  gates  not  immediately  appar- 
ent from  the  ground. 

As  Stone  traced  the  city  wall  on  foot 
last  Jan.  13,  she  found  fragments  of  clay 
cylinders  inscribed  with  Sumerian 
cuneiform,  a  writing  system  used 
throughout  ancient  Mesopotamia.  She 
recognized  the  name  Mashkan-shapir  on 
one  of  the  pieces  and  felt  certain  Negral's 
city  had  been  found.  Nearly  150  clay 
fragments  confirm  the  construction  date  of 
the  city  wall  as  1843  B.C. 

Mashkan-shapir  ballooned  into  a 
major  city  aroxind  2000  B.C.  when  the  king 
of  Larsa,  a  city  in  southern  Mesopotamia, 
Built  a  channel  joining  he  Tigris  and 
Euphrates  for  trade  pvirposes  just  north  of 
the  small  settlement.  The  cuneiform  on  the 
clay  fi-agments  says  the  city  wall  was  a 
contribution  of  King  Sin-iddinam,  who 
ruled  Larsa  from  1849  to  1843  B.C., 
according  to  Piotr  Steinkeller  of  Harvard 
University,  a  project  member  who  is 
translating  the  ancient  text.  The  clay 
cylinders  were  originally  imbedded  in  the 
walls  as  "official  propaganda"  for  Sin- 
iddinam,  Steinkeller  says.  For  example,  the 
text  on  the  cylinders  describes  lavish 
workers'  wages  for  the  time,  which  were 
probably  greatly  exaggerated,  he  notes. 

Stone  and  her  colleagues  have 
identified  the  remains  of  a  large  palace,  a 
religious  quarter,  a  cemetery,  several 
canals,  two  harbors  and  four  gates  through 
the  city  wall.  Occasional  concentrations  of 
copper  slag  and  kiln  wastes  suggest  the  city 
consisted  of  distinct  neighborhoods,  each 
with  its  own  coppersmith  and  potter.  Stone 
says. 

B.  Bower 
Science  News.  Vol.135 


Can  Colorado  Kick  About  the 
Niikes  Nearby? 

By  merely  living  in  Colorado,  its  in- 
habitants get  between  30  to  1 00  mrems/year 
more  than  they  would  get  at  sea  level;  the 
difference  amounts  to  what  would  be  pro- 
duced by  more  than  10  000  nuclear  plants 
(all  within  50  miles  of  the  victim).  Altitude  is 
the  main  reason  why  the  background  radia- 
tion v£iries  fi*om  place  to  place.  For  example, 
in  Denver,  Colorado,  the  annual  dose  from 
the  natural  background  radiation  amounts 
to  157  mj-ems,  whereas  in  Aiken,  South 
CaroUna,  it  amounts  only  to  52  mrems. 

The  next  largest  component  usually 
comes  fi*om  bmlding  materials  such  as 
granite.  Grand  Central  Station  in 
Manhattan  could  not  be  hcensed  as  a 
nuclear  reactor,  because  the  radiation  fi-om 
its  granite  blocks  would  violate  NRC 
standards. 

Science  Notes 

Pluto  reaches  the  perihelion  (the 
closest  it  ever  comes  to  the  sim)  of  its  248 
year  period  this  month.  This  is  something 
you  can  tell  your  grandkids  you  lived  to  see! 
Pluto  is  now  much  closer  to  the  sun  than 
Neptune 

The  length  of  Neptune's  day  is  1 6  hrs 
3  min  (  about  two  hours  shorter  than  previ- 
ously believed). 

Neptime  has  an  active  atmosphere: 
700  mph  winds  blowing  in  the  opposite  di- 
rection of  the  planet's  spin:  huge  storm  sys- 
tems such  as  the  Great  Dark  Spot;  high, 
cirrus-Uke  clouds  that  cast  shadows  on  the 
blue  layer  of  clouds  below. 

The  ring  arcs  are  actually  part  of 
complete  rings;  Neptune  has  3  complete 
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rings  plus  a  broad  sheet  of  ring  material  that 
may  encompass  2  more  rings. 

Triton  is  the  coldest  object  encoim- 
tered  in  the  Solar  System;  it  has  long  ridges, 
frozen  lake  beds,  impact  craters,  and  possi- 
bly recently  active  nitrogen  volcanoes  which 
create  a  thin  nitrogen  atmosphere;  Triton's 
density  is  about  twice  that  of  water. 


PUZZLES 


e 


Submit  answers  to  Mr  Lumsden,  Maths 
Dept.  Prizes  will  be  awarded  to  best 
answers. 


1 )  How  many  squares 
can  you  discern  in 
the  diagram  at  the 
right? 


MEANDEEONGS 


Lunches:  A  Brief,  Selective  History 


Lunches  and  dinner  at  a  raucous 
McGill  fraternity  house  had  not  prepared 
me  for  the  mid-day  activity  at  our  school. 
Saying  grace  and  ingesting  food  are  where 
the  similarities  ended,  and  as  a  new 
teacher  in  1976,  I  had  to  find  my  way 
quickly  into  the  traditions,  oddities,  and 
barbarities  of  meals  at  this  school.  Each 
year  I  sympathize  with  those  new  teachers 
and  new  boys  who  must  come  to  learn,  as 
I  did,  that  eating  here  is  anything  but  the 
restful,  relaxed  time  that  dining  out  can 
be.  We  dine  in  with  a  vengeance,  and 
Heaven  help  the  person  who  can't  shovel 
the  soup  with  the  best  of 'em.  Indeed,  I've 
now  trouble  at  home  or  at  restaurants  in 
lingering  over  a  good  meal:  the  habit  of 
loading  in  three  courses  in  twenty  minutes 
dies  hard. 

The  l\inch  movement  here  is  now  in 
its  fourth  era,  the  Normand  dynasty.  His- 
torians will  remember  that  George  Dew- 
land,  in  1 943  appointed  by  Mr.  Wanstall  as 

Continued  on  page  11 


2)  What  is  the  200th  digit 
£ifter  the  decimal  place  5/27? 

3)  Solve  for  x  if  x=  the  sq  root 

of  1+  the  sq  root  of  1+  the  sq  root 
ofl... 

4)"Poles  Apart"  Two  telephone  poles  are 
30m  apart  and  are  themselves  6m  and 
15m  high.  Guy  wire  shown  by  dashed  lines 
stabilize  the  poles  as  shown  in  the  diagram. 
Find  the  height  above  ground  where  the  two 
wires  cross? 
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janitor,  a  few  years  later  assumed  also  the 
duty  of  preparing  a  hot  meal  for  the  Redpath 
St.  reiscals.  Who  can  forget  the  likes  of 
"Stufiy  Richbottom  or  "Pervy"  Oakstrutt 
III,  who  even  now  swoon  at  the  thought  of 
George's  roasts  or  his  apple  crisp?  At  that 
time,  of  course,  dishes  were  known  by  nick- 
names such  as  fish  eyes  and  glue,  blood  and 
worms,  cannonballs,  and  Alpo. 

George  was  an  object  of  fascination.  He 
declared  to  me — a  rookie  teacher — that  all 
the  headmasters  since  Mr.  Wanstall  were 
fools,  which  of  course  included  my  new  boss, 
and  even  the  venerable  Dr.  Speirs,  the 
apparent  embodiment  of  Mr.  Chips.  I  heard 
stories:  how  he  had  accosted — on  separate 
occasions — Mr.      Seville      and      Mr. 
Troubetzkoy  (the  head)  with  a  meat  cleaver 
and  chased  them  out  of  the  kitchen;  how  he 
alone  had  peeled  all  the  potatoes  for  lunch 
every  time  we  had  mashed,  even  on  the 
night  his  wife  died;  how  the  kitchen  budget 
hadn't  changed  in  15  years;  how  he  would 
leave  rude  blackboard  messages  for  teach- 
ers if  he  wasn't  satisfied  with  how  the  class- 
room had  been  left.    I  do  know  that  while 
ostensibly  doing  all  the  maintenance  jobs 
that  Marc  and  his  assistants  now  try  to  keep 
up  with,  George  also  ran  the  kitchen  with 
three  people,  and  that  the  food — from  time 
to  time — was  good.     My  favourites  were 
steak  and  (real!)  kidney  pie,  his  sugary 
apple  crisp,  and  roast  txirkey.  His  objection- 
able dishes  were  greasy  sausages,  Brussel 
sprouts,  "pigs  in  blankets,"  and  filmy  soups, 
to  name  four.    Mr.  Wearing  reports  that 
George,  who  didn't  like  burnt  sausages, 
would  guarantee  their  bloated,  slimy  tex- 
ture by  cooking  them  in  lard.  We  shouldn't 
probe  much  fiirther,  in  the  interest  of  deli- 
cacy. 

He  retired  in  1980  to  be  succeeded  by  an- 
other Newfie,  Nina,  whom  some  boys  will 
still  remember  fondly.  As  far  as  I  know,  she 


threw  no  knives  at  people,  but  did  institute 
some  current  standeird  meals:  Nina-bur- 
gers, lasagna,  hot  dogs  in  bvms  (instead  of 
just  the  dogs),  and  B-B-Q  chicken  were 
among  her  triumphs.  She  never  did  quite 
get  the  chow  mein  cooked  properly,  nor  did 
her  successor,  Russell,  who  was  hired  as 
her  assistant  in  1 985,  and  then  took  over  in 
1986  when  she  left. 

Russell,  a  man  who  for  my  money  was 
unaware  that  the  spirit  of  George  had 
seized  him,  commanded  his  kitchen  well,  if 
irascibly.  He  had  perfected  his  talents 
while  working  as  a  chef  on  the  trains  (in  the 
days  before  styrofoam  cups,  microwaved 
banalities,  and  McDonald's-quality  coffee) 
and  on  cruise  ships.  Students  seldom  saw . 
the  impressive  creations  that  he  would 
whip  up  for  staff  dinners:  stuffed  trout, 
Coqiiille  St.  Jacques,  beef  Wellington  were 
three  of  his  best.  Instead  he  was  a  man  who 
had  to  suffer  the  stress  of  cranking  out  500 
meals  a  day  for  an  audience  that  was  silent 
when  they  liked  the  food,  and  vocal  when 
they  didn't.  The  only  grudge  I  have  against 
Russ  is  his  introduction  of  the  worst  dish 
Fve  ever  had  here:  pizza  rolls!  Greasy, 
fattening,  unhealthy  things,  they  never 
had  cheese,  sauce,  or  pepperoni  in  them. 
The  filling  instead  was  a  matted  red  scum 
adhering  to  the  inside  of  the  rolled, 
synthetic  shells.  No  thank  you. 

As  some  boys  know,  Russell's  health  has 
not  allowed  him  to  continue  with  us,  and 
Normand  is  now  the  man  on  the  spot. 
Opinions,  as  always,  will  be  mixed  about 
the  quality  of  his  food,  about  which  dishes 
are  best,  and  about  why  he  is  willing  to 
suffer  the  abuse  that  goes  with  the  job. 
Normand  seems  like  a  guy  who  can  stand 
the  heat  in  the  kitchen.  (I  wonder  if  he's 
related  to  the  Normand  of  Chez  Normand  in 
Lachine,  whom  Mrs.  Cude  says  makes  the 
best  fries  in  the  city?)  I  wish  him  well. 
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